Catholicism in Great Britain
Catholic laity into at least two camps in this country.
At the present moment there is rising a vast cathedral
in Liverpool; and a wonderful monastery was recently
built in the south of England, with practically no funds
but the loving devotion of the monks themselves who
built with their own hands, as in the old days, without
money but for love. The cathedral at Liverpool is,
however, being built on the shillings and pence of sub-
scriptions from rich, and, even more so, from poor, and
there are many who think of the plight of Catholic
schools and wonder at this large expenditure. I know
myself what I have seen in constituencies in the East End
of London, where large Anglo-Catholic settlements, paid
for by wealthy and fashionable Londoners, stand side by
side with small Roman Catholic churches. Walking
down the streets to canvass, I have come across name
after name of persons who ought to be, judging from their
origin, Roman Catholic, but who have slipped over to the
near-by Protestant organisations. The reason for this, I
have always found, is that these very poor people are
forced every Sunday by their Irish priest to pay out the
pennies and sixpences which they can so ill afford, to add
a few more pews to the church, to pay off a bit more of
its debt, to put up some new statues, or to do something
similar, and yet when they come home in the evenings there
is no place for them to go to that is worth while, except
the public house. The priests say they have not the money
to start up proper club rooms, or to give the young people
amenities that would take them out of their rooms where
eight and ten people are sometimes living. It is only
natural that they slip over to those beautiful swimming
baths, the big theatre halls and the club rooms provided